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was alive with joy and merry-making. In every
camp there were banquets in honor of Napoleon, and
paid for by him. He dined with the marshal^ the
soldiers feasted together at tables set in the open
air. They pledged France and the Emperor, drink-
ing their glasses merrily, forgetful of dangers past,
indifferent to those before them. Never had the
soldiers been more confident of their invincibility.
The conscripts who had left their villages but a few
weeks before, already had the air of veterans. At
Hamburg, Marshal Davout gave a dinner at which
the Prince of Hesse, Cornmaiider-in-Chief of the
Danish troops, was present, and in the evening there
were fire-works in the Alster basin.

While the whole army was revelling, one brave
soldier, a skilled diplomatist and great patriot,
General Caulaincourt, the Duke of Vicenza, that
sturdy hero who had never known fear on any battle-
field, was trembling with anxiety. He had told the
truth to his master with the noblest frankness. See-
ing the gulf open before him, he awaited with pain-
ful anxiety the despatch which might yet .save
everything. But the hours passed and nothing came.
The day was terrible, but the night was still woise.
Nine o'clock, ten o'clock, eleven o'clock, not a word!
The fatal hour drew near. The old clocks of
Prague struck twelve. Metternich had not deceived.
Napoleon; he had always told him that at midnight
the die would be cast. The Russians and Prussians
were sighing for that hour which in their thought